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James ducked out of the house early in the morning on the 14ih of February, glad that the florist planned on 
opening at the crack of dawn in order to get all the Valentine deliveries out in a timely manner, not to mention, 
allow for early-day pickups for those people like himself, who wanted to surprise their loved ones with flowers 


first thing in the morning. 


He'd actually hoped to pick up his purchase last night, but Donna had once again failed to plan properly for 
Frankie-Jean's class party, so he, Nikki, and Frankie-Jean had been busy until her bedtime, baking and decorating 
cupcakes. Thanks to her presence, he and Nikki hadn't had quite as much fun as the day they'd baked the 
Christmas cookies for her, but James figured they'd have plenty of time to make up for that once she was 
off to school for the day. 


Reaching the florist shop, he grinned to himself, seeing that he wasn't the only person picking up their order 
that early. James showed his receipt to the worker behind the counter, who ducked into the storage cooler to 
collect his purchases for him. "Thanks, and hope it doesn't get too crazy for you," he told the worker. "Happy 
Valentine's Day." 


"Thanks, and Happy Valentine's Day to you, too," the worker told him with a smile. 


Once he got home, James set the bouquet he'd picked out for Frankie-Jean in front of her usual spot at the 
table, along with a teddy bear holding a small heart-shaped box of chocolates. He also placed a book on the 


table, a book that told the traditional meanings of flowers. Frankie-Jean might not care, but he knew Nikki 


would be curious. 


Next, James placed the dozen red roses at Nikki's place, but he hid the other bouquet, the special one for 
Nikki, wanting to be alone when he gave it to him, but added a large heart-shaped box of chocolates beside the 
roses. After that, he started coffee brewing and mixed a batch of pancake batter, then started sausages 
cooking. He set the table with juice glasses and forks and butter knives, then put the maple syrup and the 
butter on the table as well, and stacked the plates by the stove. 


The savory scents quickly brought Nikki and Frankie-Jean downstairs. James smiled when a sleepy-looking Nikki 


came over and greeted him with a kiss before pouring himself a cup of coffee. 
‘Morning, babe," Nikki said as he yawned. "Happy Valentine's Day." 
"Yeah, Happy Valentine's Day," Frankie-Jean chirped. 


James smiled. "Good morning, and Happy Valentine's Day to both of you. Nik, once you're awake enough to avoid 
spilling, would you pour everyone juice? And I'll start the pancakes." 


"Pancakes, yeah! Thank you, James!" Frankie-Jean cheered. 


"You're welcome, sweetie, and do you want one sausage or two?" James asked, spooning batter onto the griddle, 


attempting to make the pancakes heart-shaped. They came out a little lopsided, but recognizable as hearts. 
“Two, please," she requested. 


As soon as the first two pancakes were ready, James plated them along with two sausage links and set the 


plate down on the table. 


Frankie-Jean's eyes grew wide when she saw the bouquet and teddy bear at her place, and even wider when 


she saw the heart-shaped pancakes. "Oooh!" She looked up, beaming. "Thank you!" 


"You're welcome, Frankie-Jean. Eat up while it's hot," James said as Nikki brought over the bottle of orange 


Juice. 


"Whoa," Nikki said. He looked at his daughter's gifts, then at the box of chocolates and bouquet of roses at his 
own place. "You trying to make me look bad, babe?" he teased, walking up behind James and wrapping his arms 


around him. "Never thought anyone would buy me flowers, you romantic.” 


James smiled, spooning more batter into hearts on the griddle, then twisted back to give Nikki a soft kiss. "Well, 
if you never got flowers before, all the more reason for me to give you some." He turned back to flip the 


pancakes. "How many sausages do you want, love?" 


"Three?" Nikki asked with puppydog eyes. 
"As you wish," James told him, plating up four pancake hearts and three sausage links and handing the plate to 
Nikki. Then he spooned out three more pancake hearts, loading them and two sausage links onto the last plate 


before joining Nikki and Frankie-Jean at the table. 


"These pancakes are yummy!" Frankie-Jean said, using her fork to push a piece of the pancake into the excess 


syrup puddled on her plate. "And the flowers are really pretty!" 


‘lm glad you like ‘em, sweetie," James said, putting some butter between his pancakes before pouring syrup 


over them. 


Nikki, now awake enough to have noticed the book, raised a brow. "So... do the flowers actually mean 


something?" he asked. 

"Yeah, they do," James said. "Do you know what they all are?" 

"Nah, just the rosebuds," Nikki said. "Well, and my roses too. What's in her bouquet?" 

"White rosebuds, freesia, and cinquefoil," James said. 

Nikki laughed. "Okay, and | suppose they're all in the book?" 

‘Of course. | had to know what | was saying, right?" James attempted to look innocent. 

"Flowers mean things?" Frankie-Jean asked. 

"A long time ago, like a hundred years ago, maybe longer, people used to have whole conversations with the 
flowers they wore or carried," James said. "Some of those meanings are still common knowledge, like red roses 
meaning ‘| love you' or orange blossoms are considered good luck for brides to carry. But people have done 
research into the old flower meanings, so | picked up a book about them because | thought it sounded 
interesting." 


Cool," Frankie-Jean said. "Daddy, you got the book What do my flowers mean?" 


Nikki flipped through, grateful that whoever compiled the book listed the flowers in alphabetical order. "Okay, 


white rosebuds are for girlhood, and freesia means friendship. Um... babe, how do you spell cinquefoil?" 
"C-I-N-Q-U-E-F-0-I-L," James spelled out. 


"Okay, thanks,” Nikki chuckled. "I was looking under 8." He flipped back to the C pages and blinked. "Cinquefoil 
means beloved child. You really think of her like that?" 


"Yeah, Nikki, | do," James said softly. "And not just because she's yours, although it certainly helped. She's just 


that good at carving out a place in your heart, you know?" 
"That means... so much. Thanks, James," Nikki said, obviously getting choked up. 


James reached over and gave Nikki's hand a squeeze before returning his attention to his breakfast. Eating 


quickly, he asked, "Do either of you want more?" 
"No thanks," Frankie-Jean said. 


‘lm good, but thanks," Nikki agreed. "Frankie-~Jean, sweetie, go wash up and grab your backpack, its almost time 


to leave for school." 

"Okay, Daddy!" Frankie-Jean carried her plate over to the counter by the sink, then paused to hug James. 
"Thank you so much for my flowers and the teddy bear and for helping make the cupcakes last night. You're 
my second favorite ever, right behind Daddy!" 


James hugged back with a laugh. "Well, | certainly think that right behind your daddy is a great place for me 
to be. Did you pack up all your Valentine cards last night?" 


"Yep! And the cupcakes are in the box, right?" she asked. 


"They sure are," Nikki said. "Go on, babygirl, get your stuff so | can drive you in and carry the cupcakes inside 
for you." 


"lm going!" Frankie-Jean scooted out of the kitchen, giggling madly. 


James brought his plate to the sink, then Nikki slipped his arms around him. "So, being behind me is a great 
place for you to be, is it?" Nikki asked, 


"Yeah, it is," James admitted, blushing. He turned around in Nikki's arms to kiss him softly. "Hurry back from 
dropping off Frankie-Jean, yeah?" 


"Yeah," Nikki agreed, his eyes taking on a definite gleam. He stole one more kiss, then stepped back to pick up 
the box of cupcakes and then to go grab his and Frankie-Jean's coats from the entry closet. 


Frankie-Jean clattered down the stairs. "I got my stuff, Daddy! All the valentines and everything!" 


"Then let's get your coat on and you off to school,” Nikki said, helping her with getting the zipper started. "I'l 


be back soon, James," he said. 


"I'll be here," James said with a smile. He waved as Nikki and Frankie-Jean walked out the door, then took care 


of cleaning up the kitchen before his lover returned. Grabbing the second bouquet intended for Nikki, he 


hurried up to their bedroom and hid the flowers in the closet. 


Just in time, too. The front door opened and slammed closed again. Nikki's voice called out, "James? Where'd 


you get to, babe?" 


I'm upstairs," James called out. "I just shopped yesterday, so | don't wanna risk getting frisky in the pantry 


again." 
Nikki laughed and charged upstairs. "Is that so?" 


"Hell yeah, that's so," James declared, tacklehugging Nikki so that they landed on the bed together with Nikki 
underneath him. 


Nikki went down beneath James, far from unhappy with the situation if the bulge in his jeans indicated his 
state of mind. His hips writhed against James, the better to rub his hardness against the man on top of him. 


James's blue eyes burned with lust and need. He growled softly as he felt Nikki's arousal pressing against his 
own, then leaned in to capture his lips in a burning kiss. One slender hand slipped down between them, cupping 


Nikki's bulge appreciatively, then slowly started to stroke it through the fabric of his jeans. 


Nikki moaned softly into that kiss, his own hands moving to appreciatively slide over his lover's firm ass 
cheeks. 


James moaned into that kiss. The feel of Nikki's willing cock through the covering of fabric wasn't enough for 
him, though, and he impatiently tugged at the button and zip of his jeans and slipped a hand within to feel the 
hard swell of his cock with his own fingertips. 


Nikki moaned again, mapping James's lips with his tongue, tasting the sweetness of the syrup from breakfast 


lingering in his lover's mouth as he unfastened James's jeans and slipped a strong hand within to explore. 


James shuddered as Nikki's callused fingers trace over the sensitive flesh of his rock-hard cock. He thrust 
slowly into Nikki's strong hand, moaning as their rhythms meshed with each other. After lingering in that kiss 
for along moment, he pulled his hand back to can slowly and forcefully start to strip his lover naked, tossing 
articles of clothing aside and hungrily kissing every bare inch of flesh as he exposed it. 


"You're beautiful." James whispered. "So fucking beautiful." 
Nikki arched up, helping James rid him of his clothing before attacking his lover's clothes. "| want to feel you 
against me," he whispered. "Want to see that perfect body again." Following James's lead, he kissed his way 


along each bit of James's skin as it is revealed to him. 


James eagerly helped Nikki get rid of his clothing, so it didn't take long before they were both as naked as sin, 
tangled up in each other and sharing heated kisses. James ran his hands slowly over Nikki's lean body, 


worshipful and oh, so hungry. "I'm not the perfect one." He shuddered softly, studying Nikki face a long 
moment before he reached for the nightstand. He pulled their lube from the drawer and coated his fingers 
before slowly and carefully pressing one up within Nikki's tight passage. 


Nikki purred, thrusting onto that invading finger. "Oh yes you are," he whispered, curling around to lick and kiss 
his way up James's thighs. "I have to taste you," he husked just before his lips slid over the head of James's 
throbbing cock. 


"God, Nikki!" James managed to gasp out before Nikki's mouth closed over his cock. He thrust his hips slowly 
into the wet heat of those lips, and he had to take a few breaths in order to concentrate on the work of his 
finger within his lover's passage, gradually opening him up even as he shifted to seek Nikki's cock with his own 
lips to bring the circle of their bodies to a close. 


Nikki moaned hungrily at the feel of James's mouth engulfing his cock. One hand gently caressed James's heavy 
sac while the other stroked the length of his body from his shoulder and down over his ass and thigh to his 


knee. 


James shuddered deeply and arched subtly into those touches, mirroring them gently and forcing himself to 
slow down and drink in the sensations. He moaned in answer, humming along the stiff cock in his mouth as he 


cupped Nikki's balls and fondled them slowly in rhythm with the work of his tongue. 


Nikki pressed close, his hands mapping out James's body, and paid close attention to his responses, going back 
to repeat anything that his lover's reaction indicated he especially liked. 


James moaned deeply, his body shuddering and shivering under Nikki's skilled hands. He gasped softly, trying to 


keep himself under control, not wanting it to end too soon. "Nikki." he moaned eagerly. 
"James," Nikki whispered. "| need to feel you inside of me." 


"Yes.." James whispered in return. He shifted around, carefully easing his fingers out of Nikki's tight passage 


and drawing his lover into his arms. He kissed Nikki slowly and almost possessively. 


Nikki moaned softly, pressing close as he returned that kiss. He reached down to guide James's shaft into his 
tight passage. "Please." 


James shivered as the sensitive head of his shaft pressed against Nikki's entrance. "God." he breathed softly. 
He growled again then, deep and primal and gave a slow hitch of his hips that drove his cock slowly into Nikki 
willing passage. "Nikki, love..." 


Nikki shivered as James filled him, his own shaft throbbing between their bodies as he wrapped his legs around 
his lover. "So good, James." he whispered brokenly, his breath catching in his throat. "You feel so good" 


James shivered deeply, keeping still a moment to both drink in the sensations and let Nikki adjust to the 
invasion. "You're so tight." he whispered against Nikki's lips. "You feel fuckin’ amazing.” He kissed him slowly 


and then gave a deep, sensual roll of his hips, whispering, "Do you want me to fuck you... or make love to you?" 


Nikki moaned, his hips lifting to meet James's thrusts. "Oh God.. just don't stop moving..” he purred. His head 
fell back, baring his throat as his lover's movement brushed against his sweet spot. "James..." 


James shivered a little, his eyes gleaming as he gazed at his lover. His hips moved smoothly and steadily, 
driving his cock in and out of the writhing man beneath him. "As if.. | could stop.. Oh, Nikki." 


Nikki leaned in, trailing his lips over James's chest until they closed around one pert brown nipple. He sucked 
and teased it with his tongue, coaxing it to a tight little peak as he moaned. His hips work with James's 
thrusts, his passage tightening each time his lover strained forward. 


James tangled his fingers in Nikki hair, panting softly as the dance of their bodies intensified with every 
passing moment. His movements slowly grew harder and faster, and while one hand drifted down to close 
around Nikki's straining cock, the other came to rest on Nikki shoulder, holding him down to take every inch of 


his hungry thrusts. 


Nikki whimpered softly, melting against James. "Please." he moaned as his shaft throbbed eagerly in his lover's 


talented hand. "James... 


James pressed kiss after heated kiss to the side of Nikki neck as they moved together. "Please what? I'll do 
anything for you, love. Anything.” 


Nikki shivered. "Fuck me," he whispered. "Fuck me hard.. | need to feel you hungry for me as I'm hungry for 
you... 


James growled deeply, letting go of that last lingering bit of self-control and simply taking the man beneath 
him hard. Each thrust went a little deeper, punctuated by an almost feral growl as he pounds Nikki into the 


mattress. 


Nikki simply surrendered to the sensations James engendered within him. He thrust up wildly, taking James's 
cock in him as deeply as possible, both hands clutching and kneading at his lover's firm ass cheeks. "James.. oh 
God.. not gonna last..." 


James's free hand slid up once more, tangling tightly in Nikki hair as he takes his body forcefully. "Don't try," 


he growled. "Scream. Scream for me, love." 


That growl snapped the last of Nikki's control, and he climaxed forcefully, his passage clenching as he screamed 


in ecstasy. "James!" 


James's heart almost stopped as he felt Nikki tightening around him and the heat of his essence spilling 
between them. "Nikkil" he cried out, straining forward as he came deep within his lover's tight heat. 


Nikki pulled James down on top of himself, kissing him softly. "I love you," he murmured. "Sometimes | worry 
that this is all a dream. Yet here | am, clean and sober, and living with the most amazing man ever, and even 


getting to be a proper father to my daughter. How the hell could someone like me possibly deserve all this?" 


"You deserve it for being you," James said, quietly but fiercely. "You're amazing, Nikki, and don't you ever 
forget it. You could have anyone you wanted, so sometimes | don't know why you bother with a bipolar 
trainwreck like me. | love you too, Nikki, so much more than | can ever express. But I'm gonna try." He dropped 


a soft kiss on Nikki's lips, then murmured, "Let me up for a minute, okay?" 
Puzzled by the request, Nikki complied. "Is something wrong?" 


James smiled. "No. But | got a little something else for you." He slipped off the bed and stepped into the walk-in 


closet, emerging a moment later carrying another bouquet. 


"More flowers?" Nikki asked, grinning as he sat up on the bed to take the bouquet. "The book's still downstairs, 
though, so you'll have to tell me what these mean," he added, looking at the small bouquet of blue, pale purple, 


and white blossoms. 


James sat beside him and indicated the blue flowers. "Heliotrope, to indicate my devotion to you," he said softly. 
Then he indicated the white flowers. "Stephanotis, which could signal the desire to travel, and also indicates 
marital happiness." His cheeks flushing, he went on to indicate the pale purple blossoms. "And spider flower, 


which means, will you elope with me?" 

Nikki's jaw dropped, as did the flower. "Holy shit.. are you.. did you just.. propose?" 

James nodded, blushing. "Yeah," he said. "| know we can't do it here, fucking Prop 8, but it's legal in Connecticut 
and Massachusetts. That's why the ‘elope’ bit as well as the ‘desire to travel meaning in there. But if you'd 
rather not travel all that way for something that won't be considered legal here anyway, we can always just 


do up a ceremony of our own in the back yard. Maybe get DJ to officiate?" 


"Cape Cod," Nikki said. "Over the summer sometime? l'm sure Donna will let us take Frankie-Jean. She can be 


our flower girl or something." He paused and chuckled. "And if you didn't get the memo, my answer's yes." 


"Good," James said, relaxing and pulling Nikki into his arms with a soft kiss full of promise. 


